
The Hamlet 

A i tt-.cy feli out by time, by meaner, and place, 
Allgiucntominceare , 

King. But howbath fhe rccclu d his loue . 

Pol. What doe you thinkc ofmc? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honorable. 

Pet I would faine prouc fo, but what might you thinkc 
When l had fecne this hot loue on the wing? 

As I perceiu’d it ( I muft tell you that) 

Before my Daughter told me, what might you. 

Of my deare Maiefty your Queenehecre thinke. 

If I had plaid theDeske,orTablebooke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt vppon this leue with idle fight. 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to workc, 

And my yong Miftriffc this i did befpeake. 

Lord H amet i s a Prince out of thy ftarre, 

This muft not bee : and then I preferipts gaue her- 
That fhe lbould locke her felfe from his refort. 

Admit no meffengcrs.receiue no tokens. 

Which done (hetooke the fruites of my aduife, 

And hee repel d.a fhort rale to make, 

Fell into a fadnes, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakenefie. 

Thence to lightnes j and by this d'edcnfioa, 

Into the madnes wheteinnow hce raues, 

And all wee mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this . * 

Qute. It may bee very like. 

Pol. Hath there beenefuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I haue poficiuely faid, tis fo. 

When it proa’d otherwife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take tins, from this, if this be otherwife; 

If circumftances leade mee, l will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Wi'hin the Center. 

King. How may wee try it forth er? 

Pol, You know fometimes hce walkesfoure hourcs toget c 

Heerc in the Lobby. 


r 




Prince of Venmsrkc* 

r\uee Soc he does indeede. 

% At fucb a time; ile loofe my daughter to hun, 

R, vou and I behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, ii he loue her not. 

And bee not from hisreafon faine thereon 
Let me be no affiftant for a ftate 
But keepe a farme and carters. 

Quoe. But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading 
pt?.Away,I doebefeech you both away. Extt KtngandQneei 
lk bord him prefently.oh giue me leaue. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet} 

H am. Wcli.God a mercy. 

Pol. Doc you know me my Lord? 

H am. Excellent well, you are a Fimmottgeij 
•Pol. Not I my Lord. 

H am Then I would you were fo honeft a man. 

fol. Honeft my Lord. 

Ham. I fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man picktoutof tenne thouland, 

Pol. That’s very true my Lord. 

H am. For if the funne breed maggots in a dead dogge,being 
a good killing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

Pol. 1 haue my Lord. . 

Ham. Let her not walke i*th Sunne , conception is a hiding. 
But as your dau ghter may conceauc, friend looke to’t, 

Pol. How fay you by that,ftill harping on my daughter .yet he 
knew me not at firft, afayd I was a Fifhmonger , a is farre gone, 
andtruclyinmy youth, I fuflfred much exti emity for loue , vety 
neere this. Ile fpeake to him againe. What doc you read my 
Lord. 

H am. Words, words, words. 

Pol. Whac is the matter my Lord, 

H am. Betwecne who. 

Pel. I mcane the matter that you read my Lord. 

H am, Slanders fir;for the fatericall vogue faies here , that old 
mcohaue gray beards, that their faces are wriacklcd, their eyes 
purging th;ck Amber, & plunutrce gum,& that they haue a plen- 
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